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Author's Notes: 
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‘| will" | reach into the drawer again and retrieve a bottle of lube. He watches me as | apply it to my 
throbbing cock, then kneel between his legs. 


"Put your knees up." He does, and instinctively spreads his legs to give me better access. | kiss his neck and 


bite it as | go in, sliding deep inside him. He whines in pain and | quiet him with a kiss. 
"Daddy!" he cries randomly. Then his eyes open wide. "Did | just..2" 
"Yeah. It's okay. Call me whatever you want." 


"Fuck me daddy" 


He looks up at me again with those begging eyes and | can't hold back anymore. | start thrusting and he groans 


as his body is lifted by the force of my motions. 


He kisses me on the lips, hard, and | bite his lower lip then slide my tongue between them. Our tongues touch 


and circle, and he moans. Even though | don't want to, | break the kiss. 


"Move with me." | lick his earlobe and am rewarded. He pushes up into me and our bodies collide. He groans 


loudly. 
"Ah, fuck. Oystein! Right there." 

| grind into him, feeling my body grow taut as | cum, and Pelle yelps. 

"Daddy-!" 

And his warm cum is on my stomach and chest, and he's panting, but he isn't soft yet. | pull out of him gently 
and smile, stroking his cock in my hand. Ive never done this before, but I've seen enough porn to be fairly 


confident in what to do. 


| never knew another man's cock could be so beautiful, though. It's the perfect size, big but not too big, and 
without really thinking | lick the moist head. Pelle squirms and moans. 


"Fuck... Don't stop." 

He tastes of sweat and salt, and | run my tongue all around the head, pressing it against the small slit. He 
moans louder and | take him into my mouth. I've barely given his cock a few gentle sucks before he cums 
again, his legs shaking. 


| swallow and wipe my mouth on my wrist. "Excitable, aren't you?" 


He nods and tries to bring his hand down to wipe the sweat from his brow, but his wrists remain cuffed to 


the bed. "Little help here?" 


| laugh and release the cuffs, tossing them onto the floor, then collapse beside him on the bed. He wraps his 


arms around me and kisses me once more. 
"Love you Pelle, baby," | murmur. 
Yy Y 


"I love you too." He nuzzles his face into my neck and | hold him close as we fall asleep. 
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Pelle starts pulling off his clothes as soon as we get back in my room. Soon he has stripped off completely and 
lays out across my bed with a flirty grin on his face. He's hard, and he's big. The sight brings a sudden 


warmth to my face. This would be my first time with a man. 


Pelle and | have kissed before, but never done anything sexual. He seemed too fragile and sad, like a little lost 
angel. But as I've gotten to know him he's become a bit more open and social, and | am not so afraid of 


accidentally hurting him. 


"So? You like?" Pelle grins and reaches down to stroke himself. Without thinking | grab his hand and stop him, 
touching his smooth flesh without meaning to. 


"Yes | like. But don't do that. Not yet" | turn away and take off my shirt, then open the dresser drawer. 


"Wanna look at more of them? Maybe we can find a better idea." 


He nods and | pull the big box out of my closet. There's at least thirty different magazines in here. Pelle grabs 
a few out and so do |, and we page through them, but he doesn't find anything else he wants to try. And it's 
rather awkward sitting next to my naked bandmate and not being sure whether my boner is from him or the 


images and words in the magazine. 
So | set aside the magazines and take out a pair of leather-lined handcuffs. "Arms up." 


Pelle obeys and lifts his wrists behind his head, against the headboard of the bed. The cuffs click into place. 


"Are they secure?" | ask. 
He tugs against them with all his might but they do not budge. "Yep." 


"Ok. Now.." | look down at the photo Pelle referenced. Damn, there's a lot more complicated tying and binding 
here than | realized "Do you want me to do your legs as well? Because it would probably be easier if they 


were free" 
"What do you mean?" He looked confused. 


"You'll see." | stroke the light blonde hair off his forehead and kiss him there, then kiss him on the lips. He 


looks up at me with big blue eyes, big like a character in a comic book, and just as emotional. 


"Be gentle?" 
"Of course." | unzip my pants and free my length. He gasps. 
"What's the matter? Never seen another man's dick before?" | tease. 


"N-no.." He blushes, but can't tear his eyes away. | pull my pants off completely and laugh as he continues to 


stare. 
"IFs like you've seen a ghost," | chuckle. "It doesn't bite." 
He grins then and looks back up to my face. His pupils are blown wide with arousal. Then he whispers.. 


"Fuck me’ 
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"Øystein! Hey Øystein!" 

Pelle's being weird again. And l'm trying to ignore it. 

He runs into my room and | set down my guitar, knowing that if | don't talk to him he'll get all depressed again 
and start cutting. The bloodstains are no fun to deal with. But | honestly hate seeing him sad. Not that his 
manic, hyper side is any more tolerable. 

"Øystein, look! Look at this!" 

Oh god. He's pulled a page out of one of my kinky magazines. | try to snatch it back but he jumps away. 
"Where the fuck did you get that?" 


"Out of a box in your closet." He grins cheekily. 


"You little fucker!" | stand up and chase after him. "Stay out of my shit or I'll kick your ass!" I'd never hurt 


him, but his curiosity goes a bit too far sometimes. 

Pelle runs through the house with me not far behind He goes into the bathroom and shuts the door, but the 
lock is broken and | push the door in with ease. He's trying to hide behind the shower curtain. | shove it aside 
and a panicked expression crosses Pelle's face when he realizes he has nowhere to go. 

| reach for the page. "Hand it over." 

"Nol | like it" 


"Give it back or whatever's on that page, l'm doing to you," | threaten, 


"That actually doesn't sound so bad. Have a look" He holds the page out to me and | take it. On one side, there's 


an advertisement for beer. | flip it over and get a better view of what Pelle was referring to. 


Underneath a caption | don't bother reading, a naked girl is tied up with soft leather ropes. Her hands are 
bound to the headboard of a bed.. and there's a dildo inside her.. 


Oh god. Oh jesus fuck. Pelle wants me to do this to him? | am more than willing. 


"Why didn't you tell me earlier?!" | grab his wrist and kiss him. He moans, not expecting it, and wraps his arms 


around me. | pinch his ass through his torn jeans. His whimper turns me on. 


| lead him back to my room. "Lets go." 


